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voice over the telephone. I know the way
she puts the cups on the table and the way
she makes tea; the way her eyebrow goes
up when she wrinkles her forehead; the
way she holds a pen. And I know what it
is to hear her say, ' Oh, Bett!'. You've got
to feel something about all that, you know/'
He could hear the snarl in his own voice.

No, he couldn't go through it all again ; he
must not. He had torn it all out of himself,
This was only the pain speaking.

Boston had stopped dead. Bettington
stood still, turned away, with his eyes fixed
on a tall thistle. Suddenly he held out his
hand, the strange, red, bony thing that was
part of him; it seemed to hang unaccount-
ably in the air.

" Don't listen to it/' he said. " It's the
last burst of my old Adam. Perhaps, for
all you say, he dies as hard as yours."

Boston took his hand,

" But what you say is true! Surely it's
true ! Isn't it true ? "

" Not really. Only the facts are true. It's
like your letter to her/'

They turned towards the inn again. Bet-
tington felt that he had violated a sworn oath
with himself. It was hard not to do it, but